The moft lamentable Trageclte 

Bui and you will not wed,ile pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you /Ball not houfe with me, 

Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I do not vfe to ieft. 

T hurfday is neare, lay hand on hal t, aduife, 

And you be mine, ilegiueyouto my friend* 

And you he not, hang, beg,ftaruc, dye in the ftreets. 

For by my foule ile nere acknowledge thee* 

Nor what is mine fliall neuer do thee good : 

Trull too’r*bethinkeyou*ile not be forfworne- 

Exih 

Iu. Is there no pittie fitting in the cloudes 
That fees into the bottome of my greefe ! 

0 fweetray Mother call me not away. 

Delay this marriage for a month, a w eeke* ‘ 

Or ifyou do not, make the Bridal! bed 
In that dim Monument where Tib alt lies* 

Mo. Talke not to me, for i ! c not fpeake a word* 

Do as thou wilt, for I haue done with thee. 

Exit. 

Ih. O God, oNurfe, how fliall this be preuented? 

My hu-band is on earth, my faith in heauen, 

How fliall that faith returne againe to earth, 

V nlefle that husband fend it me from heauen* 

By leauing earth ? comfort me, counfaile me : 

Alack, alack, that heauen flioulJ prattife ftratagems 
Vpon (b foft a fubieft as my fclfe. 

What fayft thou, haft thou not a word ofioy l 
Some comfort Nurfe. 

Nur. Faith here it is, Romeo is baniflicd and all the world N>> 
That he dares nere come back to challenge vou: (nothing, , 

Or if he do, it needs mull be by fLaltb. 

Then fincc the cafe fo Hands as now it doth, 

1 thinke it hefty ou married with the Countie, 

O hces a louely Gentleman: 

%omos a difliclout to him, an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo greene, fo quick, fo faire an eye 
As PatH hath, belhrow my very hart,. 


offiomeo andlultet. 

T f l,i nke you are bappie in this fecond match* 

For it excels your firft,or ifit did not, 

Your firft is dead,or twerc as good he were, 

As liuing here, and you no vfc of him. 

^nA^dftoinmyf^^too^elfcbelhrcwthemboth. 

/«. Amen. 

/i^Well thou haft comforted me maruellous much, 
Go in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleaf’d my father, to Laurence Cell, 

To make confcfsic»,and to be obfolu’d. 

Nur. Marric I \vill,andthis is wifely done. 

Itt. Auncicnt damnation^ moft wicked fiend. 

Is it more fin to wifh me thus forfworne. 

Or to difpraifemy Lord with that fame tongue. 

Which flie hath praifdchim with aboue compare, 

So many thoufand times ? Go Counfcllor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth fliall be twaine: 
lie to the Frier to know his remedie. 

If all elfe fade, my felfe haue power to die. 

Extt. 

Enter Frier and Comtie Paris. 

Fri. On Thurfday fir : the time is very fhort. 

Par. My Father Capulet will haue it fo. 

And I am nothing flow to flacke his hafte. 

Fri. You fay you do not know the Ladies minded 
Vneucn is the courfe,! like it not. 

Par. Immoderately fnc wcepes for Tybalts death, 
And therefore haue I little talke of loue. 

For Venus fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 

Now fir,her father counts it daungerous 
That flic do giue her forrow fo much fway: 

And in his wifedome haftes our marriage. 

To flop the inundation of her t cares . 

Which too much minded by her fclfc alone 
May be pus fromher by focietie. 


